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"Married?"

"Yes.. . ."

The priest said: "I will return . . . offer up your life . . . Our
Lord . .. your sufferings. . .."

They gave him an injection of serum through the pleura,
right into the affected lung. No one knew that he was rejoicing
at his sufferings. Mainz was talking to Madame Dezaymeries in
the window. Fabien stirred, moved his lips, and at last was able
to articulate:

"Mainz-----"

When the Jew leaned down above the bed, he made a supreme
effort and managed to say:

"Don't judge the tree ... rotten fruit. ..."

He could say no more, and it occurred to Mainz that Christ,
maybe, had chosen to reveal Himself in the weakest of His
vessels.

When he went down to dinner, Madame Dezaymeries put a
question:

"Have you sent word to the College authoritiese"

"There's no need; he sent in his resignation a Hionth ago."

She showed no sign of amazement. Left to herself she gazed
at the man she thought she had known so well. He lay now
sleeping peacefully. The doctor had said that injections made
directly into the lung can sometimes work miracles. When she
had prepared the table for the Last Sacrament (which was to be
brought during the night) she kneeled down. Her lips moved,
but she could attach no meaning to her words. That morning
she had found, tucked away in a drawer, a number of hairpins
and a light-coloured tortoiseshell comb. "Third Sorrowful
Mystery* . .. Where was le" Fabien heard, as once in his child-
hood's dreaming, the click of the rosary which Madame Dezay-
meries was holding like a skein of wool so as to be sure how far
she had got in her "telling." But she found it impossible to
concentrate on her devotions. She got up and took down from
a shelf what she thought was her son's prayer-book. But it